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In Passing 


Half-covered in mud, glad dog runs up to say hello 
Everywhere else it’s just neutral; people passing through 
Some passage of their life. Always in a corridor. 

Glad dog leaves paw prints all over my mood 


Which soars as he skitters away to find more mud 


Shadow of a hawk passes my shadow 

As I crest the pavement this sudden noon 
Everywhere else is light, frank and unstinted 
I bring my foot down in its own shadow 
And launch myself in search of more of this 


Muddy-paw mood. 


18/5 


In Turn 


I was the same colour as my shadow 
My shadow was the same colour as the sky 
The sky was the colour of the taste in my mouth 


My life was the taste in my mouth 


I was the same sky I looked down on 
My shadow looked down on me 
My mouth had no taste, no colour 


My life could not be seen 


I could not be seen in my life 
I couldn’t taste colours with my mouth 
I was so far, so far above my shadow 


The sky was so far, so far at the bottom of the world 


Until I bit the inside of my mouth 
Until I coloured the sky with the taste of blood 
Until I cast my shadow across the sky 


Now my shadow, now I am colour. 


26/2. 


As It Turns 


This is a high point, I realise 

Deep in the long morning 

Of my midlifestyle 

As a dog rests her head on my shoulder 
And sighs, body-long, breath-deep 


This is a high point, I laid low 

In the vacancies of days left fallow 
By failures and choices 

And the absence of choices 

This is a high point as the dog sighs 
And afternoon knocks softly 


On my long morning 


Morning is my dark night, 
Afternoon a belated gloaming 
By sundown you return 

But even in the long shadow 


From dawn to pardon 


A dog may sigh with content 


And paint everything different 


This is a high point, I realise 
A salient, picked out in gold 
Glowing in rays furled 

From some unkilled promise 
Some distantly beckoning 


Third act. 


21/3 


Naming The Ghost 


Once a ghost is named 

Its power over you is changed 
The haunting has a new force 
A pain you can almost live with 
And almost is good enough 
Good enough for a lifetime 


Almost is real, sufficient 


Once a ghost is named 

You can see where it holds 

To you, know the vein it siphons 
And knowing is good enough 
You can live around and through 
And living around and through 
And despite and with 


Is most of living 


Naming the ghost 


Is most of living. 
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Dream 


I read to you from a book of stone 
As you sit on your throne of cloud 
In silence I read aloud in bliss 

We never touch whenever we kiss 
I never say much my words echo 
My voice is slow the words swift 
We hold a gift of distance and quiet 
Words lift us dare us to live by it 

A room of stone a snare of feather 
Together alone bard and sovereign 


Who serves who when both win? 
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How | Failed 


Some books open doors, 


Others are pages of windows. 


I wrote a book to be a mirror. 


Everyone saw me in it. 


I only saw them. 
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Season World 


Season world, misread phrase 
As I try to understand 

A foreign idiom. 

Misreading sometimes 


Serves me well. 


Season world is banal - 


The world we all live in anyway, 


After all - 


Is profound. Even broken or breaking 


We live in the world. 
The seasons. 


The world of the seasons. 


Years in boxes and learning 
Not to know 
The world, years well out of 


The cold, the heat 


Years out of season, years only 


Human must bend, must break. 


Season world. Merge with everything: 
The leaf, the breeze, the branch, 

The air, the earth below. 

What dies, what lives, what rises, 
What falls, what gives, what takes, 
What breaks and is broken. 


Only the boxes will break 
Only one sphere will crack 
Only one extinction 

One flesh, one blood, one sap 
Living or dying, green or red: 


Season world 


Il 
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Poesive 


Standing in the corner of the bookstore no one goes to thumbing through 
slim books of poetry that never dreamed of Instagram books published in 
the oos probably already forgotten by everyone except the writers because 
TOO MANY POEMS ARE BEING PUBLISHED EVERYDAY and who 
knows if even the writers remember the books a decade is a century when 
it includes the last 5 years well even if everyone has forgotten this book I 
can take it home I can find a friend in it but then thinking of all this busi- 
ness of making meaning with senses and neurons and words and trying to 
make people print them and read them and remember them and see your 
meaning and see you I stood ill in the corner of the bookstore no one goes 
to and I put several slim volumes I would have made friends with back 

on the shelf and went and sat on the steps outside only sunlight lighting 
up the afternoon only the failing battery on my phone stopping me from 
continuing to write this 
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Philopath 


Philopath//disease of love//or love of disease 

I write this//a son of Baudelaire//grandson of Poe 
Polymath//autodidact//I write this as//Heauton Timoroumenos 
Bibliovore//philing away//my verbose loves//my love of words 
Ersatz learning//real nescience//I know this much 

Stroke my diagnoses//gnosis cone//hobby horse 

The man who//tortures//whom he loves 

Only hurts//himself//without anger//or fear 

Philopath//keeps myself//alive//plays both parts 

Slab//and//cut. 
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Kyrios 


Some days after I perished 

I was lying in a cavern 
Hollowed out of my own body 
Blood trails showing where 


I’d crawled 


Some days after my death 

I was waiting for the dusk 
In a throne room of mud 

Of sloughed cells and dreams 
I'd failed 


Some days into my afterlife 
I sang from my own grave 


Flapping my cerements in time 
A bird of death a bard of death 


Seeking life 


Some lives after my death 
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I crawled into the sky 
Leaving soot trails, blood-spoor 
For any tiger to scent and follow 


And drag me back 


Some deaths after my life 

I winged my way down 
Through shallow graves 
And ashen pyres to the last 


Mercy. 
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IS 


Make A Sky 


Whenever you forgive yourself 
Forgive three others too 

Don’t follow the logic 

Of claw, of law - which are 


The same, anyway 


Whenever you forgive yourself 
Consider forgiving the whole world 
The whole world is you 

After all, so why bother 

With false modesty? 


Whenever you forgive me 
Your cell door gapes open 
Whenever you hold the iron 
To my pulsing eyes, you 


Are enchained 
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Whenever you forgive, me, I 
Can learn to forgive too 

Whenever we cool our irons 
And drop our gavels, we are 


Closer to remission 


Born sinless, with the virtue 

Of emptiness, scribbled on, 
Riddled to, fiddling and fumbling 
Remember we are delivered 


By chance, into chance 


Whenever you forgive yourself 
Forget yourself. Lose yourself 
Lose hold. Lose footing: 

Fly. It is given that those who soar 


Will make a sky. 
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Deeper Joy 
For Jaideep Sen 


Do you remember how we smoked the music 
And listened to our cigarettes? 
Took great swigs of jazz and prog and metal 


And tapped our feet to beer, to whiskey? 


Do you remember how we didn’t mind if the music was flat 
If the beer was always loud? 
Or that there were seeds and twigs in our tunes 


As long as the joints rocked us every night? 


Do you remember the speakers overflowing 
The ashtrays distorting? 
Remember the scratch and hiss of cheap lager 


The bitter wash of old vinyl on a second hand turntable? 
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There is such glamour in seedy vignettes 
Now that the old neighborhood’s gentrified 
The old days are never coming back 


And I only need to reconcile with my memories. 


There is such romance in yellowed back pages 
As long as they’re kept at a safe distance 
As long as the soundtrack holds up 


And such brotherhood now you’re never coming back. 
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Go Out 


Let’s go out in the golden hour 
Let the rays bathe us in 
Honey and in amber 


Before we grey in dusk’s gloom 
We were young only once 
We squandered it in booths 


In conferences and on calls 


We were the future once 


We let time waste us away 


We knew a way, but it took a turn 


Time wasted, we faded away 


The future is not for us 
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We confer with mute calls 
Across squandered days 


Let the young have fate 


Here we are, grey at the borderline 
Here we are honeyed and held 
Here are the rays of late sun 


Let’s go out with the golden hour. 
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Hope 


Everyday it grows larger 

The hole in my state of mind 

The soul shaped gap in my 
Neural web. Everyday it frays 
Further. The fabric of my self 
The veil of my I the tissue 

That is me. Everyday it scabs over 
And the scab is picked at and 
The blood trickles along familiar 
Keloid ridges. Everyday it becomes 
Smaller, this space reserved 

In my reveries for the last 


Of Pandora’s gifts. 


I become smaller too what there is 
That is me shrinks in proportion 
With what is left of light 

What is left that seeks light 


Contracts to the circumference 


22 


Of what the world has not 
Broken to the circle point of 
Hope however tiny and this 

Is the secret the only one I know 
And this is how and why and 
So I still live 


In a small sort of grace. 


1/5 


23 


Second Thoughts 


There are the same number of seconds 
In every hour I’ve lived 


Through or despite _ or for, I 


Tell myself as the second 
Thoughts crowd in 


Whispering, wailing, wallowing 
Wallpaper 

To my crisis of faith 

My self-denial 

My loathing of decisions 

Every second exactly the same 

Every minute homes 60 

Little ticks sucking the blood 

From my entropy-haunted life 


I tell myself as I try to 
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Withhold 
Myself from :- 
Complicity Choice Agency 
Risk Possibility Upheaval 
All The Messy Unpaved Ways 
All The Thens That Impinge 


Second by second, on Now 


I'll be ready 

In a second 
I'll have my answer 

In a second 
Find a path 

In a second 
Lose this poise 


In a second 
Have to live again ina second 


Second by second by second 


Again ina second. 
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A Secret Day 


A day I’ve kept aside between 
the marks on the calendar 

A day sequestered, hidden, 
waiting for the hour 

A day I’ve set aside, without 
the divisions of the seasons 

A day just in case, a day 
hidden in which to hide 


A safe day. I have stocked it 

with seconds from happy hours, 

A glad day. I have filled it with 
sunshine from endless afternoons, 
A dreamy day. I have seamed it 
with moonglow from quiet nights, 
A better day. I have worked hard 


on it, in tenderness and hope 


And if your day is darkening 
and harried about with hail 
And if your day is thundering 
and yet no drop to drink 

And if your day is crushing you 
and no second’s pause 

And if your day bids to end you 


before your day is done 


Come to me and say the word 
And I'll lend you my secret day 


And while days and nights storm calendars 


You may tarry, you might linger, you can stay. 
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19/5 


Departure 


Deep into time further, my friend 
Than all further, flying, floating 
Free fascinated _ exploring 
X the unknown but also 
why the known 
Further, floating, flying flown 
Further and nearer within 
Without and without bound 
Of sight and barrier of sound 
Deep into time my friend 
Will return or a transmission 
Have leven a mission 
These questions mark the spot 


Where I carve an X. 
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Parallel 
For Y 


When you make worlds 


I feel divine too 


Neither of us daring 


To decide if we’re good 


Enough of life is a race 


This is a division of grace 


When you star the sky 


I breathe life with my fingers 


Neither of us caring 


If we’re in the running 


Enough of life is a chase 


Here, infinity is all we face. 
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Long After 


Someday when we’re all dead 

And we do not have to be strong 

We can grow our nails like claws 

Our hair like aerial roots 

Our teeth into hyphens 

Mouthing our gums onto the very air 
Someday when we’re no longer men 
Nor women bred of man 

And we do not have to see do not 
Have to do 


We can lash our eyes to the trickster’s mast 


Flog our backs to the turncoat trade 
Garbed in our hide 
Hidden in our garb 


Some sort of being can rise in our absence 


Ride in our wake 

And reign in our stead 
Reign over the stead 
Like branches spreading 


Over empires in shadow. 
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An Alternative To A Pastoral 


I don’t ask about the trees. 
My family had land. And trees. And ‘neath and ‘pon these trees, 
Memories. 


Old money gives way. Fades away. Old money gives its shoots a nest egg 
and lies down to die 


In the roots. 


Blown on the wind, seeded on a butterfly’s whims, I don’t ask where or 
why 


All my sweet sepia-tinted childhood pages auraed in that treeglow haloed 
in that moneyshine 


Dim now, not dead. 

And I don’t write too much about glad days 
And I don’t wail too much about sad days 
And I don’t talk about yesterday’s glories 


And I don’t ask about the trees. 
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Resignation Procedure 


Hang up your tired eyes 
Enough has seen you 

Put away your wounded feet 
The streets you trod are ready 
To pass you by today 


Brave without fear of success 
Calm in knowing ignorance 
Resplendent in you is obscurity 

It holds you here, shapes you dear 
Put down your broken face 


Live free in your alcove 

Never step back into the track 

Of great men and women 

Let the sun greet the meek moon 
In the shadow you water with tears 


In the garden of your aloneness 


Take off your burning wings 
Strip away the faded skin 
Retreat from imago 

Find a reflection in the darkest 
Find a reflection in the darkest. 
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A Matter Of Style 


There are styles of survival 
Mine was to stand above the fray 
To show no strain; no fray 


But of course the future 


Had its eye on me - singular, sardonic, beady 


Waiting for the moment I 
Fell apart, fell through, fell into 


There are styles of survival 
Standing tall only stood me so high 
From a standing fall, I left the sky 
Now I’ve learned to be an oyster 
Take every piece of grit and irrit 
Ation deep within me, into my 


Soft secret heart and treasure it there 


Pearls. Pearls are the lemonade 

I hail the world with 

Pearls are the kind of swine I am 
Lemons and grit and tallest shadows 
Can stalk and leap and caper 

I have found a nacre within 


I have found my style of survival. 


33 


23/6 


Nucleus 


When moving into this house 

I put away, somewhere, a keyring 
That had on it keys pertaining 

To my mother’s parents’ apartment 
The one on Lal Bagh Road 

Close to Richmond Circle 

Around which my life orbited 
From 1989 to 2009 


Wherever I lived in this city 

My feet would find their way back 
Following an imperative all their own 
And sober or drunk, night or day 

I'd reach in my pockets, dig out the keys 
Let myself in to the one place 

That hadn’t moved on 


Of course I won't go there now 
Someone else lives there 

I would never bother them 

Never disregard their boundaries 
The gravitational centre of my life 
Wasn’t really the apartment itself 
And you can never go back 


Anywhere, anyway 
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And I don’t even know where 

I’ve stored that ring of keys 

And I don’t feel a weight 

Pulling my heart and my feet to them 
On certain late evenings 

When the atomised universe 

Seems to be crying out 


To have a centre again. 
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Through The Fire 


We all lived through these twenty years of two years 

We all lived in three days of three thousand sometime all the time hours 
We all lived 

We who are implied in these ramshackle lines 

We all lived through fires and strange reversals and time unmoored 
We all lived the paradoxes we had been trained in since birth 

We all found more and less in complexity in simplification 

We who are implied in the imaginary hall of shades conjured thus 
We all found and lost and slipped and fell and were lifted 

We all lived silence we all lived screaming 

We all died inside where it matters most 


We all lived through and grieved through and withered through and 
thrived through 


We, you will admit, is a collective noun 
We scatter now we disperse atomised 
We barely met and now we must lose ourselves into human beings again 


Our two hundred years of twenty years of two years already forgotten. 
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Waste Management For Poetry 


Above all, betray yourself 
Broken confidences are biodegradable 


Broken hearts need to be steeped in a solution of 70 proof metaphor for 
three years before being cautiously decanted into scorched earth 


Above all, be true to yourself 
True lies generate less carbon emissions 


Tradition and faith are extremely popular products but their production 
requires a wasteful expenditure of water, fire, ether and soul 


Above all, look to the stars 
Astral travel is a cheap, clean alternative to mass transit and mass appeal 


Astrologers agree that the moon signs are not doing their share in expedit- 
ing conversion to solar energy 


Above all, dig down in the dirt 


Youth and beauty are a drain on resources and budgets better utilised in 
the pursuit of sustainable alternatives to rhyme and meter 


Above all, write only on water and sing only to air 
Above all sleep only in fire and swim only in earth 


Above all, do not squander spirit. 
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37 


Observability 


written in dreams of quanta 


Everything is a wave 

& this can break you if you see 
Or wash over you if you see 
Or break you into dust 


Or wash you into the sea 


Everything is a wave all the way down 
& up the scale goes both ways 

This will blind you the darkness 

In which you find you look 

At the world and everything is 


Waving back at you 
Is you, waving back 


& it can break you if you see 


Or make you or sweep you 
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Deep, you into all this sky 
That is bedrock that is ocean high 


Everything is a wave 

And as you crest you will dip 

Look for the shallows 

Look for the hollows, follow 

The deep but trust in the logic 

Of profound sleep - where the world 
Waves back at you. 
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Endmind 


We have been thinking about the end of the world 
For at least six thousand years now 


We have named it - apocalypse, kali yuga, ragnarok, the big crunch, the 
omega point... 


We have framed it in tapestries and scrolls and frescoes scrawled it in ink 
and blood and fears 


We have tamed it at the point of an avatar’s sword or a shepherd’s staff 


We have blamed it for all the signs and portents of our own making 

we have crammed it into the past to make ourselves feel even more 
doom-haunted we have updated the time table every ninety-nine years to 
ratchet up the fears we bind one another with we 

Have been thinking about the end of the world 


For so long but we haven’t admitted to ourselves that behind the fear and 
lies and hysteria and brimfire and revelation and flooding and frothing and 
frantic calendar- plotting 


We have always been bored by the end of the world and we are sullen and 
somnolent and lethargic and that’s why 


We failed to think about the beginning of the world. 
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In Greenwich Village, On Impulse 


Brother Albert and brother Donald are marching the truth in 
In the mesh of their horns a ghost trombone 

A ghost trombone plays spectral counterpoint 

Spectral counterpoint plays from the ribs of the world 
Hammered out by skeleton fingers 

Castanets tied to each skeleton finger 

Ring in the changes, ring the changes in 

Ghost fingers reach in through the ribs 

Clasp the beating heart 

The heart beats in its beautiful bone home 

Heart blood pumps, prays for brother Albert and brother Donald 
Marching the truth in. 
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Al 


Valley 


This is the most pleasant part of hell 

It’s a little valley just behind those towers 
Those dark towers holding blazing flames 
Right there all the way in the back 


This little valley is even further back than the furthest part Dante or Bosch 
reached. 


It’s the most pleasant part of hell, this little valley 

It isn’t headquarters, it isn’t Lucifer’s personal chamber 

It isn’t the anteroom new souls wait in 

It’s just a little valley where for a moment sinner and demon 
Surface 


And see themselves mirrored in each other’s eyes 


It’s only allowed to exist because this flicker 

Makes everything before and after it so much more infernal 
But the truth is this small corner of hell 

Is a place we visit on earth 

Regularly 

And it is the most hellish part of earth - what else 

Would you expect, from hell or earth? 
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Dog Follows Day 
for Scott Nicolay 


There are daymoons and nightsuns 


Pacing the sky road is one 

That is both. Has tailed me always 
Preceding me when necessary 

On four legs, my emissary 

Or my follower or my retinue or 


My better self and good heart. 


This one that is one of many 
Pauses to listen to the wind 

To sniff the sky, scry the planets 
This one turns and turns again 
Before making its bed 

Before me, behind me, betwixt 
Me and all the wild lone roads 

I need not tread unconsoled 


As dog follows day. 


A doldrum day a lowering sky 
Earth a bowl of clay in the gloom 
My higher senses filed away 

My lower cunning blunted today 
My heart a hearth a campfire 


Confidential and closed covenant 
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Gleaming eyes approach the blaze 
On silent paws warmth to the fire 


And blood to the vein. 


There are moons in all mirrors 

Skies in all windows and ever 
Clouds race below my sight 

Twig bearer spots leaf carrier scans 
Nested, nestled, harboured 

A star shows the way to summer 
Something swift troubles the mulch 
Something shakes branches for twigs 
Something nestles into me 


And the world invents the circle. 
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Knot 
With thanks to Dan Sumption 


I am the necessary ghost 
In my machine 

The unnecessary ghost 
In my machine 

The pixel that glows 
When I am shut down 
The blown-out pixel 


That never lights up 


I am the familiar 

In the mirror I 

Am strange to myself 

My beard was not my father’s 
The hum that remains 

When the song fades 

The mastertape erased 


I am the last echo of me 


AS 


I am the necessary evil 
To the fleeting good 
Despite myself I am 

A fleeting god 

The string that vibrates 
In a room of dead air 
The dead air that silences 


The strings that cease 


Ghost of myself 

Echo of all else 

Last vibration at dusk 
First gleam of dawn’s 
Strange mirror 


Do you remember me? 


A fleeting face 


A knot that denotes the rest. 
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Particulars 


All the closed doors in paintings 
All the closed doors in photographs 
Add emptiness to my world 


An emptiness I crave so much 


All the streets hurried past in books 
All the fleeting backgrounds in stories 
Add blank spaces to my map 

Add blank spaces where I’m free 


All I want in a story is a locked door 
I don’t care if there’s a murder too 
All I want in a picture is the background 


I don’t care about the subject 


Some people left a globe and books on a table 


I am shown clearly in the way the shadows wait. 
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Cursed Thing 


A universal empathy machine 
Cares for absolutely nothing 
Except caring. There is nothing 
About it human or animal 


Nothing imical. 


The universal empathy machine 
Rattles down the road 
Crushing everything in its path 
There is nothing but its shadow 
Nothing but it. 


O universal empathy machine 
Have I told you how little I care? 
Have I shown you how little I feel? 
There is something about me 


Human and animal. 


Die, universal empathy machine 

I call your name that I may not fear 
I repeat your name until it loses 
Power and dominion over 


Something like me. 


AS 
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I Must Leave Fragments 


I must leave fragments 

Only fragments 

I do not know what will shatter 
Future archives 

But I need it embedded 


In all my creations 


In all my creations 

A seed of their corruption 
A root of their breaking 

I would say destruction 
But destruction is too final 


I must leave fragments 


Only fragments 
Can carry my spirit forward 
To whatever futurity 


Is able to wallow in the past 


49 


The complete thing will mislead 


But destruction is too final 


I do not know what will shatter 
Where the fault lines hide 

So I try to crack each syllable 
In some fundamental way 

I call for genteel ruination 

If I truly had courage 


I would say destruction 


Future archives 

Must exist some day 

Surely we will always scavenge 
The cesspools of our past 

To find a key to their bounties 


A root of their breaking 


But I need it embedded 
In every grain of doubt 


That my equivocations seed 


SO 


A kind of posterity 
In shards, incomplete, 


A seed of their corruption 


In all my creations 

Please find a fundamental flaw 
Better yet, many 

The more pieces the further strewn 
The fainter, and yet, it echoes 


I must leave fragments. 
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To Look Up And See 


It is the simplest thing 

The watching of the branches 
Dry and bare in late winter 
Then startling into leaf in weeks 


In time for green, burning summer 


Then deep in a monsoon 

I look up suddenly 

At lush, mossy arms held high; 
It is the simplest thing 

To look up and see the year 


Every year. 
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Bookmark 
For Leonard Cohen 


I was sitting between a young poet 
And an old poet - 

Not really - I’ve never been 

One to sit with poets in reality - 
And the young and the old alike 
Burdened the pages with 

So much of their selves and spirits 
The pages became like wings 

To lift such burdens 

I was sitting between an old poet 
And a young poet 

I was the sort of thing you pick up 
In a hurry 

To serve as a bookmark 

You were the sort of poet 

Who frees the page 

And it can be a wind 


Or a cloud or a fruit 
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You were the sort of poet 
Not old or young 
I would sit with 


That I might never need write again. 
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Human For Scale 


For a sensei 


I only know enough 

Not to be intimidated 

By intimations 

Of how little I know 

I only know enough 

Of the important stories 

To know how little 

They matter to me/nor I to them/ 
I only live as a matter of course 
And being alive, hold my course 
I see no meanings 

I cast no reflection 

I have only a shadow 

/I am only a/in shadow 

I cast my lot 

In shadow I trust 

In obscure places 


Profundity and enlightenment 
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Do not reach 

Myth and destiny 

Cannot illuminate 

Fate and irony 

Cannot contaminate 

\It is hard for many to know 
How free but silent I live 
Here outside parentheses( 
Myth and destiny 

Cannot illuminate/contaminate 
Here is a reality 
Sufficient 

I do not know who recalls 
Sufficiency 

I do not know who holds 
A life their own size 
Enough 

For their own size 

But they are surely 

Not legion 

Except, I hope, 
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In number 

Knowing enough 

Not to be intimidated 

By intimations 

Of their own insignificance 
Knowing enough 

To value how little 

The big stories 

The epic themes 

Matter to them 


/nor I/ 
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Departure Procedure 


Stare quietly at the furnace lid 
Stand straight at your own funeral 
Gently gently let yourself to ashes 
Don’t grudge the crowd their thrill 
It’s a hard life, a hard life on earth 
Tread softly you are but a soul 
And we only dream of you 

When you pass in a cloud of smog 


Or perturb the turf with gases 


When all that was you subsides 
There will be no more need 

For such delicacy and discretion 
But for now, count offbeats 
Subdivide seconds, itemise dust 
Hold your dead tongue still 

Let us mourn or let us knot 
Our truths in mortal lies 


Without the benison of your regard 


Please take care of silence 

You are only a temporary custodian 
Remember you'll have to pass it on 
Nurture it well in your turn 


And we'll strive to keep you proud 
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With our own prodigies unsaid 
While you slip even this curb 
Even this will pass, even this 
Focus on the slide, the thud 
The sheen, the heft, the blast. 
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